LIFE IN THE CARAVAN
We swallowed a last bowl of tea. I hung the kettle on my
saddle, pushed my mug into the saddle-bag—and there was
no more to do but find a clump of earth from which to leap
on to the saddle. At a distance from everyone, the Prince
might be at his morning prayers, facing towards Lhasa and
with a rod stuck into the ground before him.
A gallop, and one overtook the long caterpillar crawling
on its way westwards. We horsemen, privileged travellers,
free-to roam as we liked and at whatever speed we liked,
were only a score in all. Our group included a handsome
Tungan with the straight nose of an Arab. He became our
friend, as did also a jovial Mongol with intelligent eyes. This
one wore a round felt hat, like a clergyman's hat. His name
was Gunzun and apparently he belonged to the Prince's
suite.
As a rule Peter went off early in search of a shoot and I
would lead his pony beside my own mount. And very
pleased with myself I used to be when, sitting on Slalom,
I succeeded in negotiating both animals together in a jump
over a ditch, I could see Peter a long way off on the track
of his wild geese, sometimes lying down to fire. But however
good a marksman he was on occasions when he could be by
himself in some one place, waiting to bag something for our
evening meal, he was always put out if he had to shoot up
and down the line of the caravan. For the Bo'sun insisted
on following, dagger in hand, ready, as a good Tungan, to
bleed the victims. A complete buffoon—he reminded us of
the boatswain in The Tempest—-the wretch would keep crying
out where the birds had settled, with the result that they
took flight and Peter missed his shot. Besides, Peter was not
used to shooting with the intimidating eyes of two hundred
and fifty camels turned on him. He would throw in his
hand and there was nothing to do but lead his pony up
to him.

